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“IT know I’m not pretty enough for the 
ingenue parts. Mary Lee is lovely.” 

The words were spoken ungrudgingly. 
The speaker, with her dark hair parted 
in the middle and drawn as close to the 
head as hair is in the old daguerreotypes, 
wide-set brown eyes, smooth oval face 
untouched by any sort of paint or pow- 
der, was not pretty. A close observer 
might have discerned something greater 
than prettiness, but no close observer 
was at hand to give that comfort; and 
she unquestionably was not the boyish, 
fluffy, bobbed type so much in vogue. 

Alicia Warren faced her friend with 
determination. 

“But Alicia, you can’t refuse. That’s 
one of the rules of the Dramatic Club. 
You’d have to resign.” 

“You’ve said it,” grimly. 

Marvella Todd simply gaped. 

“Marvella dear, please close your 
mouth. There’s nothing startling about 
my resigning. Why shouldn’t I resign?” 

Marvella obediently closed the mouth 
which had threatened to stay perma- 
nently unclosed. 

“But—but—the club needs you. You 
know how few seniors are left, and the 
junior members haven’t gotten into their 
stride yet. A play a month is quite a 
stunt. You’re needed, Alicia.” 


“T’m sick of playing crazy, 
frumpy old characters.” 


ous 


“Then let them find some plays that 
haven’t crazy, frumpy old characters in 
them. I’m sick of playing them, I tell 
you.” 

“But everyone says you have such a 
gift for that, Alicia, a great gift.” 

“It’s a gift that isn’t going to be used 
any more then,” said Alicia Warren 
darkly. “I will not be a grandma. 
That’s settled. I’ve worked enough for 
that club. It owes me a little something, 
I guess. More than a grandma, anyhow. 
It can just give me something else—it 
could have so easily.” 


Ae first assembly bell cut her words 
short. 

Marvella Todd departed, unhappy. It 
was unlike Alicia to be demanding. 
Marvella felt that something was wrong. 

The big assembly hall of the Martha 
Washington school was decorated with 
ropes of green. Holly wreaths hung on 
each white pillar. On either side of the 
platform little twin balsam _ trees 
gleamed with soft lights; gold, emerald, 
frosted violet, red. The air was filled 
with the piny smell of Christmas. 

However, no Christmas feeling stirred 
the heart of Alicia Warren. She was 
nursing her wrath. 

“If they had only chosen the miracle 
play I wanted. Then I might have been 
the Abbess, the Nun or the Knight’s 
Lady. But would they!” Her angry 
thoughts ran on. 

She paid little attention to the singing 
which rose in a massed volume of sound, 
clear and true. 

“Oh little town of Bethlehem, 
How still we see thee lie.” 


Ap great pealing organ of which the 
Martha Washington school was inor- 
dinately proud softened significantly. 
Orchestra, choir, school obeyed it. 
“How silently, how silently 
The wondrous gift is given.” 
The word “gift” penetrated Alicia’s 
self-absorption. Her own words came 


back to her. 
““A gift that won’t be used any 
more.’”” Maybe that would make them 


sit up and pay attention. 
“We three kings of the Orient are; 
Bearing gifts 4 
Alicia shrugged her shoulders. 
The speaker of the assembly was a 
(Turn to page 82) 


The Four Mistakes 


“Look Inside for the Trouble; Get Rid of It, 
and Come Back.” 
By cNeil T. cMeMillan 


Synopsis of Part I: In Asheville’s football game with Remington, 
Coach Morton jerks the four best players. The newspapers condemn him 


for his “four mistakes” which they declare lost the game. 


against the coach runs high. 


angel 


Hic sine I’ve been thinking a 
lot since last Saturday after- 
noon and I’ve come to a con- 
clusion.” 

It was Coach Charlie Morton of Ashe- 
ville talking to his team in the gymna- 
sium of the school. The 
players, all wearing a 
downcast look, were 
grouped on the benches 
around the big room. 

“My conclusion is 
this. In every man’s 
life there comes a big 
crisis when he must do 
what he thinks is right 
in spite of all opposi- 
tion. I’ve come to that 
crisis in my life. 

“Last Saturday you 
boys were beaten and 
beaten badly. © Every 
one is blaming me, say- 
ing that I made four 
mistakes that cost Asheville the game. 
I jerked four of you whom every one 
calls stars. That, the newspapers say, 
constituted the mistakes I made. But 
I was right in jerking you; I know I 
was right. 

“Four mistakes beat us all right, but 
the mistakes were the four players in 
question. I’m going to be _ perfectly 
frank. Those mistakes are Weston, 
Clark, McCallum, and Jenkins. Will 
those four please stand up?” 

There was the noise of scraping 
benches as the four sullen faced youths 
rose to their feet. 

“Now, I’m going to explain. 


“Weston, you are a dirty player. You 


Freeman 


Feeling 


were paying more attention to hurting 
your opponent in Saturday’s game than 
you were to playing football. Your name 
is Cruelty. 

“Clark, you had the big head and 
thought you didn’t need any help. You 
repeatedly left your interference and 
ran alone. Your name is Egotism. 

“McCallum, you _ re- 
fused to throw a for- 
ward pass to Freeman 
because you feel that 
Freeman is below you 
in the social scale. His 
father is one of your 
father’s hired hands. 
You lost a chance to 
score by your action. 
Your name is False 
Pride. 

“Jenkins, you as quar- 
terback were the field 
general. When your 
team was close to the 
goal, you tried four 
times to make a touch- 
down yourself. You evidently wanted 
the glory of your name opposite a score. 
The whole Remington team knew what 
you would try to do and you lost the ball 
on downs. Your name is Selfishness. 

“Cruelty, Egotism, False Pride, and 
Selfishness, these are the four mistakes. 
There’s no place for them on any foot- 
ball team. 

“In my opinion there is room for only 
one thing. That is Loyalty. If a team 
is loyal to its school and its coach it will 
have all of the other essentials as a mat- 
ter of course. 

“Now then, I want you four to forget 
yourselves, to play for Asheville, and to 
obey orders, That is the big thing, 
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obeying orders. We must have team 
work and if you obey orders explicitly, 
we'll have it. Will you?” 


HE four youths stood in silence for 
a moment. Then Weston’s hot tem- 
per flared. 

“You think you’re smart! You weren’t 
so much as a player yourself. I’ve 
made more yards than you ever thought 
of making. My playing is all right. It 
has gotten by for three years.” 

Coach Charlie raised his hand. 

“That’s enough,” he snapped. 
told me what I want to know.” 

He looked at Clark. 

“And you?” 

Clark cleared his throat. 

“T’m not as hot headed as Weston but 
I believe a whole lot as he does. You’re 
not very experienced as a coach. I think 
I know as much football as you do and 
if I think I can gain without my inter- 
ference I’ll leave it every time.” 

Coach Charlie nodded his head. 

“That’s your answer. And you, Mc- 
Callum ?” 

There was a steady flame of anger in 
the youth’s eyes. 

“No green coach can bawl a McCallum 
out in public and get away with it. 
You’ll either have to take back all you’ve 
said or I’ll see that you’re fired. My 
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father is chairman of the board of trus- 
tees of this college.” 

Coach Charlie smiled. 

“You forget that I have a hidebound 
contract to coach for the whole of the 
I can’t be fired.” 


season. 


“Then we’ll make you resign.” 

“All right, McCallum, you’ve given me 
your answer. Jenkins, what about you?” 

“T feel just as the others do; you’re 
no good.” 

Coach Charlie nodded and grew very 
grave. With all of his heart he disliked 
the idea of passing upon these unruly 
players the sentence which every athlete 
dreads to hear. 

“Boys, if you can’t work with me, I 
can’t use you. When you can come to 
me and promise to follow my orders, I'll 
welcome you. Until then—turn in your 
suits.” 

Surprise leaped into the eyes of the 
four offenders. The other players gasped 
and straightened as if they had received 
a shock of cold water. Then an excited 
buzz went around among them. 

“Boy!” one whisper was louder than 
the others, “that just about kills the 
team.”’ 

“On the contrary,” Coach Charlie an- 
swered. “If the rest of you will be 
loyal, we’ll build a better team without 
the Four Mistakes than we can with 
them.” 

“You'll hear about this,” McCallum 
shouted. 

“IT expect to,’ Coach Charlie said 
evenly. “But please don’t go with bit- 
ter feelings. Remember that I am try- 
ing only to do the best thing for Ashe- 
ville. Your sins could so easily be 
turned into virtues. Look inside of 
yourselves for the trouble, get rid of it, 
and come back. That’s all. Everybody 
else out on the field.” 


truth, just the way it is. . 


other stories. 


Sandsy Says— 


66 NE of the hardest things I have ever tried to do is to write the 
. . You can think of a hundred reasons 
all the time for doctoring up the truth, to make a good story, or to get 
away from ‘hush-hush’ subjects, as Larry calls them, or to make readers 
think you are clever, or something like that. 

“It’s a mighty hard thing not to play mostly to the grandstand.” 

Sandsy is a chap you will enjoy knowing. 
experiences, he makes some serious mistakes, he faces some hard prob- 
lems—but he doesn’t dodge, and he is as frank and honest about serious 
things as you have always wished some one would be. 

He tells his own story in ‘“Sandsy’s Rebellion,” a new long serial by 
Gardner Hunting, author of “Brink,” “The Meridian,” “The Trap,” and 
“Sandsy’s Rebellion” will begin in February Youth. 


He has some exciting 


“You young upstart! 


Do you dare to 


come before a McCallum and call his son a mistake?” 


T WAS with mixed sentiments that 

Coach Charlie worked with his team 
and it was with mixed sentiments that 
the team worked. Some of its members 
tried to practice in earnest. Others 
were openly mutinous. Between the two 
extremes were the other players. 

Play was listless in spite of Coach 
Charlie’s exhortations. As Freeman 
said, ““‘We just don’t seem to be able to 
get going. I guess we’ve all got too 
much on our minds.” Coach Charlie 
agreed with him.- He knew for a cer- 
tainty that he had too much on his mind. 

“We'll call it off for today, boys,” he 
said. “We’ll go at it better tomorrow. 
Take a run around the track and go to 
the showers.” 

With heavy feet he walked to the 
dressing room. Four suits were piled on 
the benches, mute testimony that the 
four best players were gone. Coach 
Charlie shook his head sadly and gath- 
ered them up to get them out of sight 
before the rest came in. 

When the players entered, panting 
from their exertions, he forced cheerful- 
ness into his face and voice and moved 
among them, looking for -bruises and 
hurts. Five he sent to the rubbing 
tables. The others he allowed to bathe, 
dress, and leave. 

Over the five he and his trainers 


worked late. Freeman had a bad knee. 
Personally he steamed and massaged it, 
baked it under the lamps and rubbed 
liniment into it. 

“Thanks, coach,” the youth said as he 
got up. “It feels a lot better.” 

He looked as if he wanted to say more 
and was trying to find words. Coach 
Charlie smiled. Freeman grinned. 

“Thanks,” he said again and walked 
to his locker to dress. 

For a long time Coach Charlie sat 
alone in the rubbing room and stared out 
of the window. It was peaceful here 
among all of the smells -and reminders 
of his beloved game. There was no one 
to heckle and criticize. Away from 
here, he knew, the storm that had been 
beating about him was gathering addi- 
tional force. He could feel its depress- 
ing influence. 


See bit by bit, incident by inci- 

dent, he went over the entire affair 
in his mind, from the time he had seen 
the Four Mistakes making their errors 
and had jerked them to the time when 
he had asked them to turn in their suits. 
At length he rose. 

“T know I’m right,” he said aloud, 
“absolutely right. And knowing I’m 
right I can fight. This place is like a 

(Continued on page 26) 


Nicola shines shoes 
and directs their steps 


“Tf that’s what 
you want, it’s what 
I want, too.” 


IME: Toward sunset. 
JE Scene: A corner of an old lumber 

yard with high telephone poles and 
a network of wires crossing and recross- 
ing it. A ragged road full of ruts 
stretches away to a point where it forks, 
one branch going off to the side, the 
other leading straight up the side of a 
hill called Mount Celeste. Under the lee 
of a pile of lumber is Nicola’s rude shoe- 
shining chair, constructed of a couple of 
old packing boxes with a brick on each 
side for foot rests. Across the top of 
the improvised chair back is an old 
board painted a dull red on which is 


“Shine, Sir?” 


chalked in large plain letters the words: 


“Beautiful upon the mountains are 
the feet of him that bringeth good tid- 
ings.” 

(As the curtain goes up, Nicola is 
bustling around, singing to himself while 
he dusts his business stand with his old 
jacket, then proceeds to cover its seat 
with clean newspapers. He turns as a 
fuming wayfarer enters, stamping his 
feet and grumbling. It is Mr. Totham, 


cA Short Play 


BY Mollie Winston Pearson 


COPYRIGHT, 1928, BY MOLLIE WINSTON PEARSON 


a rich landowner of thereabouts.) 

Nicola (seizing his brushes and smil- 
ing invitingly): Shine, sir? 

Mr. Totham (looking around in a 
daze): What’s that? A shine? Well, 
I'll say I need one! Confound those mud 
holes down there! They’re a disgrace 
to the city. But, say, this is a funny 
place for a shine parlor, young fellow. 


The illustration 

suggests a simple 

treatment for a 
stage setting. 


How’d you fix on it to come here? (He 
seats himself and stretches out his feet 
for Nicola’s ministrations.) 

Nicola (kneeling and setting to work): 
All the same pretty good biz out here, 
sir. 

Mr. Totham: Yes? Is that so? But 
why don’t you locate down there in the 
square where the crowd is? I should 
think ’twould pay to be near the rail- 
road station and the post office. You’d 
get twenty customers there to one up 
here. 

Nicola: Yeh, mebbe! But there’s too 
many other shiners down there, sir, an’ 
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theirs is fine shops and the grand, beau- 
tiful chairs with arms to ’em an’ brass 
foot rests an’ all. Why, Joe’s Place plays 
you music on a machine all the while 
you get the shine. I got no cash to start 
in biz rich like that, sir. 

Mr. Totham: Well, there’s something 
in that, too, you know. You’ve got to 
have a little ahead to start in anything. 
But it must be mighty poor pickings 
right here for you. Folks don’t do much 
walking nowadays anyhow—too many 
cars. 

Nicola (straightens up, flashing his 
white teeth in a smile and jingling coins 
in his pocket): I make money, plenty. 


Ree 
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Mr. Totham | 


You go by here quickest way up Mount 


Celeste. Autos get mired in swamp— 
must walk. Shoes all muck. I shine 
(gesticulating ). 


Mr. Totham (laughing): Good for you, 
old scout. You’re not so dumb as I 
thought. Of course, this is the nearest 
road to Dreadnaught Common, too. It’s 
a long way round by machine, if you’re 
in a hurry to get to the dance halls or 
the gambling joints. Most of your cus- 


-tomers go in that direction, I’m afraid, 


my lad—and not up Mount Celeste. Why, 
there’s nothing up there but the camp 
lodges of a few nature cranks and freaks 
like that. 

Nicola (putting the last extra touches 
on his work): I not know, sir—I shine 
the shoe—they go. But 

Mr. Totham: But what? 

Nicola (sitting back-on his heels and 
pointing up to the sign back of the 
chair): Once a man, he preach at the 
street corner—a gospel faker, he was, 
mebbe, and I hear him say once and 
again, and his band, they sing it once and 
again, “How beautiful upon the moun- 
tains are the feet of him that bringeth 
good tidings.” He say that mean “carry 
good news.” JI learn that. I think good 
for a shoe shiner to say. So here I 
make the beautiful shine, and they go 
—upon the mountains, mebbe 

Mr. Totham (laughing again): So 
your idea is that all the feet with your 
beautiful shines should go off up the 
mountains carrying good news to some- 
body. You certainly are a character, 
my boy. But—see here, take me for in- 
stance, here are my dogs with your beau- 
tiful shine on them—did you suppose 
they waded through all that muck down 
there and climbed way up here, bring- 
ing any good luck to anybody? Well, 
they didn’t. They came up on business. 
And business, young man, is business. 

Nicola: But the shine, sir—you like? 

Mr. Totham: It’s all right, old chap, 
but there’s no good news going with it 
—not this time. I’m on my way to close 
a real estate deal with old Matthew 
Jones. My land is at Dreadnought Com- 
mon and on it that skinflint Jones is 
going to put up one of these gorgeous 
gilt pleasure palaces—you know the kind 
with jazz bands and plenty of booze on 
the side. He can afford to pay a good 
price for the land, and its no concern of 
mine what Jones does with it after 
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he’s bought and paid P 


for it. 
Nicola (persist- 
ently): The shine, 


sir—you like? 

Mr. Totham: Oh, 
sure, I tell you, it’s 
all right. You’ve 
done a mighty good 
job. If your shines 
are all as good as 
this you’ll be hav- 
ing a fine shop of 
your own down in 
the square one of 
these days. Oh. 
keep the change! 
What did you say 
your name was, boy? 

Nicola (taking off . 
his cap): Nicola 
Ferrari, sir! Thanka 
you, sir! (He seizes 
an old whiskbroom 
from his pocket and 
brushes his customer’s ais) 

Mr. Totham: There, that’s all right. 
I must be moving along now. 

Nicola (ingratiatingly): You go the 
mountain road, yes—mebbe? 

Mr. Totham (half turning and pausing 
to think): Well, Nick, so long as you 
mention it, I believe I will stroll up old 
Celeste here. There’s a banker up there 
at his camp, who made me an offer, too, 
for that slab of land of mine at Dread- 
nought. He wants to put up a store 
block on it. Perhaps I can make a deal 
with him now. It’ll pay to try. So long, 
Nick. Good luck to you. (Exit) 

(Enter Tom, a young college student, 
carrying Patsy, a girl store clerk from 
the town below. He sets her down in 
her stocking feet and takes a pair of 
muddy slippers from his pocket.) 

Patsy: Gracious, Tom! I am in a 
pickle. How’ll I ever dance in those 
shoes? Some mud holes you got me 
into, I’ll say. Now what are we going 
to do? 

Nicola (coming forward): Shine, sir? 

Tom: What! A shine parlor way out 
here! Of all things! Hurry! Sit down, 
Patsy. Get to work, boy, be quick. An 
extra dime for you if you fix us up in 
a hurry. 

Nicola (kneeling and slipping Patsy’s 
shoes on her little feet): So small! So 
beau-ti-ful! Is it not so, sir? (He leans 


Teme tell me, what was 

, a the rush for us to 
get over to that 

Dreamland dance joint, so that you 


A back and gazes ad- 
miringly.) 

Tom (impatient- 
ly): Sure, we all 
know they’re a good- 
looking pair of 
kicks. But get busy, 
young fellow. We’ve 
got to be stepping. 

Patsy (reproach- 
fully): The boy is 
more gallant than 
you are, Tom. You 
never have time to 
say nice things to a 
girl. You must al- 
ways be tearing 
about from one place 
to another. I never 
went around with 
such a restless fel- 


§ Ww 
pees low as you are. No 


couldn’t even wait to go over by the 
river road in the auto? 

Tom (muttering): Oh, I’m always in 
a hurry to get to where I’m going, 
Patsy. 

Patsy: And you’re no sooner there 
than you’re on pins to go somewhere 
else. You’re the limit, Tom. 

Nicola: So small! So  beau-ti-ful! 
They will fly in the dance, sir. 

Tom (as Patsy rises): All right, old 
chap, but don’t go into any more rap- 
tures. See if you can’t get a few layers 
of that swamp mud off my brogans. 

Patsy (staring idly about her): What’s 
this? “Beautiful upon the mountains 
are the feet of him that  bringeth 
good tidings!” Why, Tom, those are 
lovely words to find chalked up way out 
here, aren’t they? I like them, Tom. 
(She stands peering at the chalked sign.) 

Nicola (coaxingly): So small! So 
beautiful! You go up the mountain— 
yes? Mebbe 

Patsy (wistfully): Tom, wouldn’t you 
like to take a walk up that way? I 
would, Tom. Now don’t you laugh at 
me. Anybody would like it better than 
that hot, stuffy old Dreamland dance 
hall. It’s going to be a lovely moonlight 
evening, too. 

Tom (rising and taking her hand): 
Why, of course, Patsy, if that’s what you 
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want, it’s what I want, too. My mother 
and the family are up there at our camp, 
and we'll drop in on them and give them 
asurprise. You’ll like my mother, Patsy. 
She’s a brick. (Exeunt slowly) 

(Enter Jake and Jerry, two factory 
lads from the town below, muttering and 
stamping their feet.) 

Jake: Of all the muck, this beats 
everything! Hullo, if here ain’t a shoe- 
shining joint off here in the wilderness. 

Nicola: Shine, sir? 

Jake: Sure thing! Grab off some of 
this mud, kid, and be quick about it. 
(He throws himself down in Nicola’s 
chair, looking about him curiously.) 

Jerry (impatiently): For Pete’s sake, 
pard! We'll never catch the gang at 
Ike’s—they’ll be out on some job, and 
we won’t be in on it. Come on out of 
that. Who cares if we have been up to 
the hubs in swamp muck. We ain't 
goin’ to no ladies’ pink tea. 

Jake: You just hold your horses, old 
man! I’m not going to have them there 
rummies at Ike’s calling us a couple of 
rubes and asking us how things is down 
on the farm. <A good shine never hurt 
no job. 

Jerry (moving about restlessly): Aw, 
snap out of it! You make me sick. Say, 
what’s this? (reading) “Beautiful upon 
the mountains are the feet of him 
that bringeth good tidings.” Well, of 
all the fool things! 

Jake (in a contradictory mood): 
Nothin’ so crazy about that. What 
would a shoe-shine emporium be inter- 
ested in, if it wasn’t feet? The bigger 
and the muddier the feet, the bigger the 
tip, eh, kid? Well, here’s yours, I’m not 
grudging it to you after that job. Hus- 
tle, Jerry, and take your medicine. 

Jerry (flopping down): Well, Gentle- 
man Jake, what’s next? Suppose you'll 
call for a facial massage and a manicure 
now. 

Jake (laboriously spelling out the 
chalked sign on the board, tracing the 


letters with his forefinger, then absently 
looking away towards Mount Celeste): 
It would be sort of nice up there—cool 
and quiet! 

Jerry: Up where? What are you talk- 
ing about? I believe you’re nutty to- 
night, Jake Foy. 

Jake: Mebbe I am. But d’ye know 
I’m getting sort o’ sick of the old gang. 
They’re going to make a break one of 
these nights, and a lot of us will land 
in jail. We’re headin’ for it straight. 

Jerry: Well, of all the white-livered 
cusses 

Jake (softly): Easy now—don’t you 
go callin’ names. I ain’t forgot how to 
use my dukes yet, if I am loony. But, 
honest now, old chap, that there road up 
the mountain looks pretty good to me 
tonight. I ain’t in the mood for stickin’ 
up booze fighters and runnin’ from the 
bulls, nor for any of the rest of the 
gang’s bag o’ tricks. 

Jerry (muttering sullenly): You got a 
lot to do, talking that way before this 
kid here. 

Jake: Well, what is he? Nothing but 
a dago! I should worry about him. I 
say, Jerry, I know where there’s an old 
shack up there on the top o’ Celeste. 
Let’s go up and have a good swim and 
get out early in the morning for a hike. 
What d’ye say? 

Jerry (grudgingly): Well, so long as 
we've got this far, we may as well give 
it the once over up there. So git a 
move on. Let’s go! (Hxeunt) 


(The twilight is deepening fast now. 
Nicola stretches, sits down to watch 
sleepily a big yellow moon swimming up 
from the horizon.) 

Nicola: Aha, there you are, Mister 
Moon! You come an’ you say to the ol’ 
worl’, “Shine, sir?” An’ the worl’ say, 
“All right, Mister Moon, you make the 
beautiful shine, and we go up the road 
to the mountain—sure thing, Mister 
Moon!” 


The Loaves and Fishes 


One of the most mystifying of the miracles of Christ is His feeding 
of the five thousand. A discussion of this account will be a feature of 


the January issue of Youth. 


Self-mastery 
wins promotion 


The Tenth Man 


A Frank, Helpful Article by the 
Young, Man Who Portrayed 


“Brink.” 


“Brink” 


When Jesus healed the ten lepers, only one returned to give thanks. 


Will you be the tenth man of today? 


you? 


Have you found that Truth helps 


Give thanks by sharing your experience with other young people. 
Address your letter to Editor of Youth Magazine. 


Please sign your 


letter; we shall not print your name unless you request it. 


MANY of our readers will 
remember the serial, 
“Brink,” which we _ pub- 
lished in Youth last year. 
The story was illustrated 
by photographs of young 
people whose appearance 
and personality seemed to 
fit the characters of the story. The 
young man who thus portrayed the char- 
acter, Brink, is a Truth student. This 
month he becomes a Tenth Man. We 
believe his story will interest you. He 
writes: 


me ViVi the youth of today, will not 

take anything for granted. 
Before we will accept anything we want 
to know why we should accept it. Is 
the thing that we are asked to accept 
logical; is it practical? We will not be 
satisfied until we have proved a thing 
to our own satisfaction. We, the youth 
of today, do not like secondhand knowl- 
edge; we like to discover things for 
ourselves. We do not like to take other 
people’s explanations; we want to find 
explanations for ourselves. Best of all, 
we are succeeding. We are discovering 
new truths every day. Perhaps that is 
why we are told that we are too wise, 
that we know too much for our years. 
Since the beginning of time our elders 
have said that the youth of the age were 
“going to the dogs.” We find such 
things said about young people all 
through history to the present time—and 
we haven’t “gone to the dogs” yet! 


Instead we have torn down old conven- 
tions and have built new standards. We 
demand a philosophy that works. 

I have found that Truth works. It 
has worked for me many times. I have 
found that a problem that I want to 
work out through Truth can be solved 
as easily and systematically as can a 
problem in geometry. The key to the 
correct answer is the use of the right 
law—or theorem as we would say in 
working a problem of geometry. 

It has taken me two years to make 
this demonstration, my greatest so far. 


HEN I was a little fellow I had 
the reputation of being flighty. 
I was always going some place on the 
run, and falling down and getting hurt. 
I was bubbling over with “pep” and did 
not know how to use it. I went through 
school still as “peppy” and as flighty as 
ever, and then I went to work in an 
office. I started as an office messenger; 
and then I found that my progress was 
handicapped. One cannot work in a 
business office and be flighty, or use snap 
judgment and jump at conclusions. The 
company was afraid that I would not be 
able to hold a desk position. At last, 
through much pleading on my part, I 
was given a position where I sat at a 
desk all day. 
I knew what I had to overcome to make 
a success of my new position. I was 
afraid of myself. I strained every nerve. 
I became tense. I was trying to keep 
my excess energy from expressing itself. 
(Turn to page 33) 
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Because of a HMlypstery 


By Ernest C. Wilson 


STRANGE things accompanied the birth of Jesus. 

A ruler sought His life. 

There was no room for Him to be born in the 
inn, and He was born in a cave-like stable of an 
unfamiliar city. 

And yet angels sang hosannas at His birth, and 
the steadfast stars trembled so that one even de- 
serted its course to follow Him and to pause over- 
head in adoration; and wise men from afar brought rich gifts 
in homage, and shepherds left their flocks to kneel in worship 
at His rude cradle. Even the wisely silent and patient beasts 
surrounded Him—and loved Him, too, I am sure. 

And through centuries adoring throngs have sung of Him, 
and retold His gentle story, and marveled that so great a spirit 
should have come so simply into the world. Mothers have thought 
more tenderly of their own small babes as they have remembered 
Him, and youths have prayed in their hearts silently (lest some 
one know their prayer and smile) to be like Him, and though the 
years have gone on and on, many of us still place little candle 
lights in our windows, prayerfully, to light Him on His way. For 
He is eternally the child, eternally the youth, eternally the strong, 
courageous man, the Son of God; and in becoming the man, He 
has not ceased to be the youth and the babe, and shall not cease 
to be—because of a great mystery. 

The birth of a babe is always a tender story, a story of 
mystery and of beauty. Whatever of grossness may precede or 
follow it, the process by which a soul becomes embodied and is 
ushered into the world remains one of the most sacred and 
beautiful of life’s mysteries. 

The birth of Jesus is surrounded by even greater mystery and 
beauty than that of other babes. 

Some day perhaps an epic will be written of the love of 
Joseph and Mary, the love which formed the setting for the birth 
of the babe, Jesus; for whatever may be one’s view of the part 
that their love played in His birth, only a tender and hallowed 
and beautiful thing could become the frame for such a picture 
as the birth of the Savior. 

We are told that He was born differently from other infants; 
that His was a virgin birth. What that may mean is hidden from 
the very wise and is revealed only to those of simple faith and 
child-like hearts. It is mysticism, but perhaps we shall know 
some day that it is science as well. Many minds have sought to 
unfold this mystery to our understanding. They tell us that 
“virgin,” used in this connection, means simply, “pure”; that 
“immaculate” means “desired, or welcomed.” Some say that the 


“Glory to God in the hiahest, 
And on earth peace among men.” 
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story is symbolical; others, that it is literal; and still others, that 
it is both symbolical and literal. To think that He had to be 
born differently from us in order to live a perfect life would be 
discouraging; but faith permits us to believe that He was differ- 
ently born, and to believe that when we shall have gone as far 
as He, we may be somewhat differently born, too. So do men 
reason. 

The reasoning mind would tear away the last veil of awe from 
the advent of our Lord. It would dissect the flesh to find the 
spirit. Surely the very majesty of this mystery would thwart 
the scalpel’s blade! 


is IS rather pleasant to think that there should be, in our mat- 
ter-of-fact world, at least one experience which we can still ac- 
cept on faith and in love; that there should be one mystery which 
no profane and curious hand or mind can wholly penetrate; one 
miracle which can be wholly understood only in the heart of God. 
The manner of the birth of Jesus presents no obstacle to faith; it 


(Turn to page 29) 
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CA Blessing 


To Wrap Up with Your Christmas Gifts 


LITTLE gift, please feel your importance. You 
are no mere article which my friend could buy as 
well as I, but you are an emissary of the Christmas 
spirit. You are charged to carry that spirit with 
you, so that you will say, more loudly than words, 
to the one who receives you: 

“Merry Christmas! I bring you the loving 
wish that your happiness shall increase throughout 
the year. I ama reminder that some one is thinking of you, and 
wants to share with you God’s greatest gift—the Christmas 
spirit. God bless you!” 


Are you, too, 


afraid of fear? 


Self-conscious Is Only Partly 


Conscious 
Let's Talk It Over 


YOU ARE self-conscious, 
you say, and you admire 
the poise and self-posses- 
sion of your friends; but 
the chances are that 
secretly many of them are 
just as self-conscious as 
you are. You do not know 
it because they camouflage it some way, 
or because you are too much occupied 
with your own problem to notice theirs. 

The story is told of a youth who had 
to go to war. He was afraid. He hated 
the idea of war, of killing. But he 
hated the idea of cowardice more than 
he hated these, and deep down within 
himself he felt that he was a coward. 

He found his courage in the discovery 
that other youths whom he admired for 
their bravery were just as afraid as he 
was, but that they “carried on” in spite 
of their fears. They were brave, not 
because they had no fears, but because 
they went on in spite of them, and 
mastered them! 

Can you not find in this idea some 
help regarding your problem? “Carry 
on” in spite of your self-consciousness! 
If you are timid, tongue-tied, embar- 
rassed, do not add to these the fault of 
egotism, by imagining that your feelings 
are unique. Other young people have 
the same, or equal, problems to meet, so 
“buck up,” forget your troubles, and try 
to make others feel more comfortable. 

No problem that we face is ever as big 
as the problem that we dodge. Face 
yours; go on in spite of it, and I think 
you soon will find that the problem ceases 
to trouble you. 

You can think of many pleasant, help- 
ful things that you could do for others 
if your own troubles did not stand in 
your way. Will you, then, allow your 
timidity to prevent you from doing 
them? 

Are you afraid that people will laugh 
at your efforts? The real ones won't. 
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The others shouldn’t count. Try it. You 
will be surprised at how little any of 
them will notice the mistakes you may 
make. They will notice your mistakes 
less than they will notice your refusal 
to enter into their activities. 

People who are self-conscious are 
often believed to be “stuck up.” That 
seems unjust, but it is not quite so unjust 
as it appears to be. There is no little 
false pride in self-consciousness. It is 
the pride that cannot bear to appear at 
a disadvantage by taking second place 
or last place. It is the pride that would 
rather do nothing than to do something 
poorly. 

You are a dreamer, you say? That is 
good, but do not merely dream your life 
away. What is the use of dreams unless 
you make them come true? And how 
shall they come true unless you help them 
to do so? Dreams are never quite as 
good as reality. A little good actually 
expressed is better than much good that 
exists only in your dreams. 

The good which God has for us must, 
to a great degree, come through us. 

God has implanted wonderful possi- 
bilities within us. He gives us the 
opportunity to express them. He with- 
holds nothing from:us. We withhold 
good from ourselves by refusing to 
express it. 

Do not expect to take the last step first. 
The first step is as much fun as the last. 

If I were to ask you if you believe in 
God, you would admit that you do, 
wouldn’t you? And you would agree 
that God is everywhere present? Even 
in yourself? 

Well, then, the part of Him that is in 
you is not self-conscious or timid or 
incapable, is it? Why not give it a 
chance to express? Why not trust it a 
bit and see what happens? Something 
will happen and that something will be 
good. 
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me the Rule 
Through the Ages 


are good to me, “What you do not want done to 
to those who are yourself, do not do unto others.” 
I am also good. —Confucius. 


et to be good.” 


CONFUCIUS 


JESUS 


therefore whatsoever ye 
n should do unto you, even 
nto them.”—Jesus. 


sman minis- “Thou shalt not avenge, nor bear any 

s,...treat- grudge against the children of thy people, 

”__ Buddha. but thou shalt love thy neighbour as thy- 
self: I am the Lord.”—Moses. 
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Thought Stretchers 


Christmas Charm 


THE CHIEF charm of 
Christmas is its simplicity. 
It is a festival that appeals 
to every one, because every 
one can understand it... . 
A genuine fellowship per- 
vade our common life—a 
fellowship whose source is 
our common share in the gift of the 
world’s greatest life which was given to 
the whole world.—Arthur Reed Kimball. 


Christmas Day 


HRISTMAS comes 
weather 
Stealing like sunshine across the land, 
Silently drawing our hearts together 
In sympathy sweet, with its tender 
hand. 
Ah, blessed Christmas! your spring of 
healing 
Which flows to freshen life’s wide way, 
Keep sweet the courses of kindly feeling 
With which we welcome our festal day. 
—H. M. Burnside. 


in the wintry 


Continual Christmas 

RE VERY day is Christmas when we 

awaken to the truth that the human 
heart is a manger for God’s love. Christ 
is born again when our faith is quickened 
by the understanding knowledge that our 
Father’s love is the savior of the world. 
—John Cooper Sleater. 


A Christmas Wish 
‘TT HAT love may light the eyes of them 
Who keep the season of His birth, 
Till, to the starry hosts, our earth 
Shall be the Star of Bethlehem. 
—Hdward Eyre Hunt. 


Good Tidings 

EAD there were shepherds in the same 

country abiding in the field, and 
keeping watch by night over their flock. 
And an angel of the Lord stood by them, 
and the glory of the Lord shone round 
about them: and they were sore afraid. 
And the angel said unto them, Be not 
afraid; for behold, I bring you good tid- 
ings of great joy which shall be to all the 


people: for there is born to you this day 

in the city of David a Saviour, who is 

Christ the Lord.—Luke’s Narrative. 
Christmas Ships 

peo over the sea of the year so 


wide, . 
Where our hopes sailed out across the 
blue, 
May your ship come in on the Christmas 
tide, 
With a full, full cargo of joy for you! 


—Selected. 


The Angel Song 


Boo bugles of battle, the marches 
of peace; 

East, west, north, and south, let the long 
quarrel cease; 

Sing the song of great joy that the 
angels began, 

Sing of glory to God and of good will 
to man! z 

—Whittier. 


Unity’s Christmas Greeting 
HILDREN of God: 
We celebrate with joy the birth of 
Christ in you. 
“Christ in you, the hope of glory.” 
Have you quickened the Christ in you? 
Christ is your spiritual identity. 
The natural man is merely the chick in 
the egg. 
You must find your way out into the 
open. 
“Ye must be born anew.” 
Has Christ been born in you? 
Are you about your Father’s business? 
If you are not, your labor is vain. 


A Hallowed Time 


SS say that ever ’gainst that sea- 
son comes 

Wherein our Savior’s birth is celebrated, 

The bird of dawning singeth all night 
long: 

And then, they say, no spirit dares stir 
abroad; 

The nights are wholesome; 
planets strike, - 

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to 
charm, 

So hallow’d and so gracious is the time. 

—Shakespeare. 


then no 


Grin Stretchers 


Christmas Shopper 


“VD LIKE to see some 
shirts for my husband. 
Soft ones, please, the doc- 
tor has forbidden anything 
starchy.”—Los Angeles 
Herald. 


A Steam Shovel Then 


Most men call a spade a spade, until 
they happen to let it drop on their toe. 
—Alva (Okla.) Review-Courier. 


Compound Construction 

Schoolmaster—“‘Now I want you to tell 
me which of those words are singular and 
which are plural. Tomkins, you take the 
first, ‘trousers.’ ” 

Tomkins (after deliberation )—“Singu- 
lar at the top and plural lower down, sir.” 
—Punch. 


A Shade Different 


Flapper—‘“I would like to try on that 
vieux rose frock in the window.” 

Saleslady—‘“I’m sorry, that’s a lamp- 
shade, but we could copy it for you.’”— 
Everybody's Weekly (London). 


Or Without Comment 


Country Hotel Waiter—‘“‘You wished 
your coffee without cream, sir. I’m 
sorry, we have no cream. Will you have 
it without milk ?”—Punch. 


Beheves in Santa Claus 
Salesman (at motor show)—‘“This is 
the type of car that pays for itself, sir.” 
Prospective Buyer—‘‘Well, as soon as 
it has done that you can have it delivered 
at my garage.”—Boston Transcript. 


Snappy Comeback 

Limb of the Law—“Yer pinched for 
speeding!” 

Sweet Young Thing—‘Why, officer, 
you can’t arrest me. This isn’t my car, 
and I haven’t any operator’s license.”-— 
Stanford Chaparral. 


—and How! 


Teacher—‘‘Can any one tell me what a 
voleano is?” 


Bright Little Boy—“A high mountain 
that keeps on interrupting.”—Outlook. 


I nadequate 
Soph—“But I don’t think I deserve an 
absolute zero.” 
Prof.—‘Neither do I, but it is the 
lowest mark that I am allowed to give.” 
—Washington Cougar’s Paw. 


All at Sea 


A doctor was examining a man who 
had come to him for the first time. Satis- 
fied at last, the doctor looked at him 
gravely. “You are in bad shape,” he 
said. “What you need is a sea voyage. 
Can you manage it?” 

“Oh, yes,” replied the patient. “I’m 
second mate on the Anna Marie, just in 
from Hongkong.”’—Youth’s Companion. 


For Defense Only 


Fair Motorist—“Really, I didn’t hit 
you intentionally.” 

Irate Victim—‘What have you got 
that bumper on your car for if you aren’t 
aiming to hit some one ?”—Williams Pur- 
ple Cow. 


Harder for Everybody 

Mistress (to new maid)—“Why, it 
seems to me you want very large wages 
for one who has had so little experience.” 

Maid—“Sure, mum, ain’t it harder for 
me when I don’t know how ?”—Christian 
Advocate. 

Ditto 


Surgeon (addressing students at a hos- 
pital) —‘‘The muscle of the patient’s left 
leg has contracted till it is much shorter 
than the right leg. Therefore he limps. 
Now, what would you do in such circum- 
stances ?” 

Student—“Limp, too!”—Commons. 


A'Legal Mind 


Four-year-old Susie was caught pulling 
the -cat’s tail. “Oh, Susie,” called her 
mother, “you mustn’t pull Blackie’s tail, 
that’s cruel.” 

“T’m not, Mother,” she answered, “I’m 
just holding her tail and she’s pulling.” 
—Children. 


Betty 


66 RACKED ice!” in dismay. 
‘ Pause. Pencil scribbles rapidly. 
“Cracked ice!” in dismay plus 
amazement. 

Pause. Pencil poised above long list 
of names. 

“Whew, that makes thirty and if I 
bought a dollar gift for each person, 
that would be thirty dollars! It’s no use. 
I’ve got to forget that it’s Christmas. 
Just got to. This thing of giving gifts 
is an old race habit, anyway—and a 
heavy burden to boot.” 

All that morning Betty wrangled with 
herself—and herself meekly replied: 

“But you'll miss a big thrill, Betty. 
It is great to think of one’s friends at 
Christmas. I’d like to take one of my 
absent friends to work with me each day. 
I’d think about her until I knew just the 
gift to select for her. And it feels so 
good to give. In giving I could live in the 
hearts of my dear friends—as God does.” 

“As God does!” Betty and herself 
echoed, “But God doesn’t give things, He 
gives ideas.” 

Then like a flash, Betty thought, “Why 
I can—hurrah! I’ve got it! No wonder 
I couldn’t forget. All I need is lots of 
Christmas spirit, more than ever before. 
Oh boy, I don’t have to squelch any- 
thing.” 

She grabbed her wraps and as she 
hurried along the street she was think- 
ing something like this: “Tried to forget 
the gift that God gave to me to give. I’m 
a simp, no, I mean I was a simp. I must 
learn to forgive myself. Let’s see, I’ll 
need three dozen at least. Well, what in 
the world are those men grinning about. 


I Know It Now! 


‘Betty Solves the Christmas Gift 


Problem 
By David Wayne 


Surely not because they are having such 
a hard time removing that piece of 
pavement. Oh, I was smiling! Well, I 
could laugh and laugh. This glorious 
Christmas spirit!” 


Ee day, Betty carried a mysterious 
little package to the office, and each 

day she returned home jubilant and 

misty-eyed. Such happiness! 

One week before Christmas, Betty 
raced to the post office, hugging tightly 
to her heart her gifts to give. As she 
dropped each gift into the letter slot, she 
felt her finger tips tingle. “Oh, I feel 
as if this is the first time I’ve ever really 
known my friends. This wonderful, 
wonderful Christmas!” 

Did you ever feel the glow of happi- 
ness that comes to you when the appre- 
ciation a friend expresses for you is the 
same as your highest appreciation of 
yourself? Perhaps you will understand 
better when you see how Betty’s appre- 
ciation transformed little red-bordered 
cards into inspirations. 

Mother, I am living in your heart 
today and I know you are in mine as the 
spirit of Christmas. 

Carol, as I see you today through the 
spirit of Christmas, my world is bright- 
ened by your radiance. 

And so on through the list. 

One evening in mid-April, when Betty 
was still receiving letters of gratitude, 
she said to herself, “I guess you’re right, 
little voice. JI suppose I had believed 
before now that Christ was born at 
Christmas time, but I know it now. He 
was born in me.” 


Not what we give, but what we share, 
For the gift without the giver is bare. 


—Lowell. 


‘The Boy Who Was Unhappy 


A Hated Daily Car Ride Became 


His Salvation 


EVERY morning the boy 
arose early, in the dim, 
frosty morning light, and 
prepared for work. He 
walked the half mile to the 
street car, crossed the rail- 
road tracks, climbed over a 
stile, and trudged down the 
highway which joined the interurban 
car line. It was an hour’s ride into the 
city. It would be another hour’s ride 
returning at the close of each day. 

He always got the samecar. He habit- 
ually sat in the same seat. Without look- 
ing he knew that the same gray-haired 
woman who was obviously a clerk, would 
be tatting the same interminable yards 
of narrow lace for some inconceivable 
purpose; he knew that the same “giggly” 
girls would be talking about what “he” 
had said, and what “I” had replied the 
evening before; he could repeat with 
bitter mimicry the daily discussion of 
politics, and the weather, and the crops, 
and business conditions that went on 
around him. He knew without trying to 
remember, all the slogans on the car 
cards. 

Something obviously was wrong with 
the boy. He was unhappy. He was bit- 
ter, he was pessiniistic. He worked for 
a small wage, had it all spent before it 
was received, and could see only dimly a 
prospect of improvement. 

Then one day a friend told the boy of 
a little book which he believed would 
help him. It was a Truth book. It con- 


tained statements upon which the boy 
fell to thinking as he rode to and from 
work, as he trudged the half mile between 
car and home, and as he went through 


the routine of each work day. Some- 
times he would get to thinking over one 
statement, and before his interest in it 
was exhausted, he would find himself at 
his destination. 


Apne daily two hours of riding ceased 
to be a hardship. It became his 
salvation. It opened for him a new 
world. He found himself smiling— 
absent-mindedly, but smiling, neverthe- 
less—at the gray-haired tatter, the polit- 
ical diagnosticians, and yes, the “giggly” 
girls too. 

Within three weeks’ time he had 
received his first raise in wages. He 
became conscious of the fact that he 
hadn’t previously deserved a raise; that 
the changing viewpoint which gave him 


“new ideas, new inspiration, new ambi- 


tion, had earned it for him. 


The winter passed, and with it the 
winter of his discontent. Spring found 
him—miraculously it seemed—in a new 
environment, with new opportunities at 
hand, a promising career before him. 
The old shadows seemed far behind; an 
unpleasant dream that had happened to 
some one else, some one else whom he had 
known. 


This is a true story, and its outcome 
resulted from the daily application of a 
powerful thought—a thought very much 
like these which we are printing here- 
with. 

If you have found anything of yourself 
in this boy’s story, why may you not also 
find a help in the kind of ideas that 
helped him? You cannot start sooner 
than now. 


Healing, Thought 


The Spirit of the Lord in me is a tower of health and strength. 
Prosperity Thought 


The Spirit of the Lord in me is a tower of prosperity and success. 


Good words in 
a Cyprian school 


Singing, Across an Alien Sea 


Youth, Truth, and “La Joyeuse Barque’” in a 
Mediterranean Setting, 


AN AMERICAN liner was 
approaching the port of 
Limassol, Island of Cyprus, 
after its crew had fought 
all night to save their ship 
from the stormy sea off the 
coast of Paphos. As they 
entered the harbor, those 
on board were greeted by the singing of 
a familiar old hymn tune. Strangely, in 
this alien sea, the words were sung in 
English: “God is my help in every need 

..’ It seemed to the harassed voy- 
agers like a prayer in acknowledgment 
of their own _ preservation. Deeply 
moved, they joined in the song and bowed 
their heads in a prayer of thanksgiving. 

The singers were school girls who had 
rowed out into the harbor to entertain 
the crew of a visiting warship. 

To Lea Taveloudi, and her sister, 
Amanda Faustini, founders of the 
Modern School, that song of faith, which 
they had taught to their students, was a 
hymn of acknowledgment, too; an 


acknowledgment that their school, which 
they call “La Joyeuse Barque,” (The 
Merry Boat) had weathered the many 
storms it has had to face since its incep- 
tion. To establish and maintain on the 
Island of Cyprus, a school founded upon 
Unity’s teaching of Christian faith, was 
no easy task. 


ae first introduction of Unity ideas 

into their curriculum met with open 
resistance, and their teachers all left 
them. But, as they write us, “trusting 
our principle, and with only its support, 
we set our lines of activities in the pres- 
ent building, and confidently we sailed 
the wild waters, with increasing progress 
and success. 

“When adverse conditions sought to 
overset our bark, we prayed much—and 
with your prayers added to ours, our 
school flourished, growing from twelve 
students in 1924 to eighty in 1928. We 
rose in the estimation of others also, so 
that our school is now recognized to be 


The founders and some of the students of the Modern School 
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in a flourishing condition.” Several 
clergymen have repeatedly expressed 
their approval of the work, and the gov- 
ernment has endorsed it also, and con- 
tributes a small sum annually toward its 
support. 


ESIDES the Modern School there are 

two American schools on the island, 
one for boys and one for girls. ‘A stu- 
dent has just told me that they have the 
same basis of teaching as the Modern 
School. I presented him with a copy of 
Unity magazine, and he told me that his 
school uses it as a text book.” 

Mrs. Faustini writes us that the girls 
of her school follow the Parisian fash- 
ions, but that the peasants still wear a 
costume which suggests the Jewish dress 
of Bible times. She says that Cyprus 
girls arise at four in the morning in 
summer, and at five in the winter; and 
that all day long they sit and talk in high 
pitched voices. They read a little, 
embroider very beautifully, practice 
their music; but above all they talk, in 
school, at the theater, at lectures, in 
church. Every day, in the late after- 
noon, they don their best, and sit along 
the quays. At sunset they “all move 
together, as if by magic,” for a stroll 
along the pier; then they go home and 
to the cinema. 

The girls of the school could not be 
interested in attending their own ortho- 
dox church, but seemed delighted to 
attend the English church and to hear 
there the same instructions which they 
had received daily at school. 

Most of the pupils are Greek, and their 
studies include English and French. A 
Sunday school, at which attendance is 
optional and not confined to enrolled stu- 
dents, has been added to the many other 
activities of the school. The Sunday 
school members are members of the Good 
Words Club, as are many of those who 
attend the week-day sessions. 

The girls go in for swimming, tennis, 
hockey, and rowing. They are fond of 
dancing and of motion pictures. They 
have two large row boats, and it was in 
one of these that they were overheard 
singing the Prayer of Faith. 

They affectionately compare their 
school to a “‘pretty boat,” and one of their 
former members, Daphnie Georgion, 
writes of its establishment and growth: 
“What a beautiful boat it was, to be 


Daphnie Georgion 


sure! Its white sails, emblem of Truth, 
were unfurled; its chief officers, stand- 
ing by the helm, were ready to start; the 
sailors were joyful and satisfied, for they 
knew the voyage was to be a happy and 
interesting one. 


eS boat has become now a ship, 

riding a vast ocean. The crew 
has increased considerably, as have the 
OMCELS one. 

“T see it becoming, one day, a liner— 
not of war but of peace—under the wav- 
ing flag of Truth and brotherhood. 

“Let us hope that other similar boats 
will follow the same direct way of Truth 
that this one has followed. Such a fleet 
of marvelous work will be a blessing for 
the Island of Cyprus, a blessing for all 
humanity.” 

We wish that we might share with you 
the many letters which these young peo- 
ple have written in appreciation of the 
Good Words Club, of Youth, and of the 
other Unity publications. They inspire 
us anew with the value of the work that 
the Good Words Club is doing through 
its 70,000 members. And, by the way, 
are you a member? 
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The Four Mistakes 
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sanctuary, but I can’t stay here forever. 
I might as well go out and face the 
music. They are going to find out that 
when Charlie Morton knows he’s right 
he can be as stubborn as an army mule.” 

With squared shoulders he walked 
from the room, out on the campus, 
across it and into the dining room of 
the Commons. The hum of conversation 


ceased instantly. The cessation told 
more than _ shouted 
words would have 


done, just what the 
topic of conversation 
had been. With a 
smile and a cheery 
“Good evening,” he 
walked down the aisle 
between the diners 
and took his place at 
the training table. 
The players them- 
selves ate their meal 
in silence. Only 
Freeman tried _ to 
start the good-na- 
tured banter and 
little jokes that had 
been the _ practice 
among them. He 
failed miserably. He 


hind, 


whisper, 


ows, 
glow, 


murmur, 


too lapsed into si- woe!” 
lence. 

Hardly had _ the 

meal been finished Lord, 


when a waiter 
touched Coach Char- 
lie’s arm and handed 
him a note. He ex- 
cused himself and 
opened it. 

“You are wanted 
in the conference room of the gymnasium 
at once,” it said. 

He thanked the waiter and rose from 
the table. 

“Boys,” he said, “I suspect I am being 
called before an alumni board to explain 
my actions. Please be loyal to Asheville 
and me. Go to bed early tonight and be 
on the field ready to practice early to- 
morrow afternoon. Good night.” 

He retraced his steps out of the dining 
hall, across the campus, into the gym- 
nasium and knocked on the door of the 


tered ; 


today!” 


‘Desires 
By EDGAR DANIEL KRAMER 


Re THE ending of each 
day, Lord, 

When I leave my tasks be- 

I would hear the white stars 


“Lad of dreams, you have 
been kind!” 


As I walk the twilight shad- 
Where the ghostly candles 
I would hear the breezes 


“You have eased a brother’s 


As I fall upon my knees, 


I would hear You softly say, 
“You have aided one who fal- 


You have brought Me balm 


conference room. 
was admitted. 

A sense of coming to trial before 
judges who already had condemned him 
came over him as he looked at the men 
seated about the long table. They re- 
turned his gaze with distrust and an- 
tagonism in their eyes. 

“Good evening,” a huge man in the 
center said, attempting a smile. 

“Good evening,” 
Coach Charlie _ re- 
plied. 

“Iam J. H. McCal- 
lum,” the big man re- 
sumed, “and this is 
Mr. James Clark, and 
this is——”’” He _mo- 
tioned about the ta- 
ble, naming each in- 


It was opened and he 


dividual. 
“Now then,” he 
continued, “let’s get 


down to business. We 
are, as you have prob- 
ably guessed, old 
grads of Asheville. 
I am the father of 
one of the players you 
saw fit to fire from 
the team this after- 
noon and Mr. Clark 
is the father of one 
of the others. We 
have had quite a lot 
to do with hiring you 
as coach although the 
actual proposal came 
from the faculty 
member who man- 
ages athletics. It be- 
gins to look as if we 
had made a mistake in our selection. 
But we won’t take any action until we 
have had an explanation from you. 
Please tell us exactly why you have dis- 
charged your four backfield men.” 

“I didn’t actually discharge them,” 
Coach Charlie replied. “I gave them the 
opportunity to obey my orders and they 
refused. There was nothing left to do 
but to ask them to turn in their suits.” 

“H’m,” Mr. McCallum hummed. “And 
are you sure your orders were correct?” 

“T am absolutely sure they were cor- 
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rect; but whether they were or not 
makes no difference. I am coach. I con- 
tracted to turn out a team for Asheville 
that would be a credit to it. That is 
what I am trying to do. But in order 
to do my best I must have loyalty from 
my players and it would help consider- 
ably if I had loyalty from every Ashe- 
ville supporter.” 


od pI East last shot was directed at us, 
I suppose,” Mr. McCallum said. 

“Perhaps,” Coach Charlie said and 
smiled. “Please let me manage my 
team in my own way. The four back- 
field men in question do not belong on 
any football team in their present state 
of mind. They are mistakes.” 

“Do you call my son a mistake?” Mr. 
McCallum asked quickly. 

Coach Charlie straightened. 

SOVeg.” 

Mr. McCallum rose hurriedly to his 
feet. His eyes were hard. 

“Why, you young upstart! Do you 
dare to stand before a McCallum and 
call his son a mistake? Clark, did you 
hear him call your son a mistake?” 

Mr. Clark nodded. Mr. McCallum 
turned to the rest of the men. 

“Do you men believe that the only mis- 
take on Asheville’s team is the coach?” 

There was a chorus of “Yes.” 

“Do you believe that he should rein- 
state and apologize to the four players 
he has turned out?” 

“We do.” 

Mr. McCallum turned to face Coach 
Charlie. , 

“You have heard; will you apologize 
and reinstate these men?” 

“No,” Coach Charlie replied. 

Mr. McCallum turned again to the 
men about the table. 

“This man has already boasted that 
he has a contract that we cannot break. 
We cannot fire him in the manner he 
deserves but we can ask him to resign. 
Are you all agreed?” 

cOViegi. 

Mr. McCallum picked up a sheet of 
paper on the table before him, drew a 
fountain pen from his pocket and held 
both objects toward Coach Charlie. 

“Your resignation, please.” 

Coach Charlie felt like an innocent 
man condemned to die. He looked about 
the room seeking sympathy on some 


face. There was none. He squared his 
shoulders and shook his head. 

“No, thank you.” 

“You refuse?” 


“Absolutely. I’m going to make a 
team here at Asheville in spite of 
you all.” 


“Then,” Mr. McCallum shouted in a 
voice of angry thunder, “‘we’ll find a way 
to make you resign.” 

Without a word, Coach Charlie turned 
on his heel and left the room. 


GROUP of students was outside the 

door of the gymnasium. One of 
them stepped forward. It was the 
younger McCallum. 

“Did you resign?” he asked. 

“INO 

“Then we’ll make you.” 

“That is just what your father said, 
Mac.”’ 

“Yes, and Father is right.” 

“Not always, Mac. He is just like you, 
or I suppose you are just like him. He 
has the wrong view of life.” 

“No he hasn’t. You have insulted a 
McCallum and you’ll pay for it.” 

“All right, Mac.” 

Coach Charlie left the group and went 
directly to his room. There he sat for 
long minutes staring out at the black 
campus and wondering just what means 
his enemies would take in an effort to 
make him resign. They were doing 
something for he could feel a fear be- 
ginning to grow in his brain, a fear of 
unknown danger. But he must allow no 
fear to hamper his plans to make a 
worthy team at Asheville. He rose, 
turned on his light, and, busied himself 
about his room. There was a knock on 
his door. 

“Come in!” he called. 

Greene, left tackle on the team, 
stepped in. He seemed ill at ease. 

“What is it, Greene?” Coach Charlie 
asked. “Can I help you?” 

“Are you going to put those four fel- 
lows back on the team?” Greene blurted 
out. 

The fear leaped full-fledged into Coach 
Charlie’s brain. So this was the way 
they were taking to force him to resign. 
They were setting his whole team to 
heckle him and perhaps——- He dared 
not finish the thought. 

“When they are ready to obey orders,” 
he replied. 
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“All right, then,” Greene said quickly. 
“T’ll turn in my suit tomorrow.” 

Greene fled. Coach Charlie’s step had 
lost some of its steadiness and his hand 
trembled as he walked to the door and 
closed it. So this was the way his ene- 
mies were taking. Without a team he 
couldn’t coach. He would be forced to 
resign. He wondered how many of his 
players they could induce to leave him. 
There was another knock on his door. 

“Come in!” he said. 

It was Morgan, right guard. 

“Are you going to put McCallum and 
those others back on the team?” he 
asked. 

“When they’re ready to obey orders.” 

“All right, then, I’m quitting.” 


E TURNED to leave but Coach 
Charlie stopped him. 

“Just a minute, Morgan. Do you 
think you’re doing the best thing for 
Asheville?” 

SWies. 

“But you’re not, Morgan. Stay with 
me and be loyal to your school.” 

“No, thank you. Not with 
coach.” 

Before Coach Charlie could say more, 
two more members of the team stood in 
the doorway. He turned to them. 

“Are you two fellows here to ask me 
if I am going to put those four mistakes 
back on the team?” 

CON aay 

“Well, I’m not.” 

“Then we are going to quit the team.” 

“Very well.” 

The three left the room and Coach 
Charlie closed the door, walked to his 
bed, sat down upon it and buried his face 
in his hands. A great weariness came 
over him. If they could induce his 
whole team, even half of it, to leave him, 
he would be beaten. He would have to 
resign. He clenched his fists. Was the 
whole world against him just because he 
was trying to do what he thought was 
right? He rose to his feet and paced 
up and down. He wondered about Free- 


you as 


(More next month) 


man, the lad who had carried the brunt 
of Saturday’s game, the one he had de- 


pended upon for help. If he There 
was another knock on his door. 
“Come—come in!” 
Freeman stood in the doorway. 


Coach Charlie’s whole body seemed to 
wilt. He was beaten. He would fight 
no longer. Here was Freeman ready to 
quit the team. 

“Well,” he said in a heavy voice, “out 
with it. Let’s have it over with. Ask 
me if I’m going to put those four mis- 
takes back on the team and I’ll tell you, 
no. Then tell me you are going to turn 
in your suit. Then bring the whole 
team in here and when every one has 
quit, then I’ll resign and not before.” 

Freeman looked at him curiously. 

“McCallum has been going around 
trying to get all of the players to turn 
in their suits.” 

“Which McCallum?” 

“Well—both of them. Mac did the 
talking but his father was with him.” 

“T see. And they even talked to you, 
did they?” 

Freeman laughed. 

“No, Coach, not to me. I’m only the 
son of a hired man. But, Coach, when 
I found out what they were doing I went 
around and did a little talking myself.” 

Coach Charlie brightened as a thrill 
of hope went through him. 

= Voundidi 

“Yes, sir, and I got all of these fel- 
lows to swear they would stick with you.” 

He pulled a paper from his pocket. 
Coach Charlie seized it eagerly. 

“Why, Freeman, virtually every one 
is here except the four mistakes and the 
four linemen who have quit.” 

‘Yess sir.’ 

Coach Charlie grasped both of Free- 
man’s hands. 

“Al, boy, you’re loyal. You’ve brought 
all of the old fight back to me. We'll 
make a team, boy, a team that Asheville 
will be proud of, whether it wins or 
loses. We’ll make a team out of Loy- 
alty.” 


Christ came not to talk about a beauti- 
ful light, but to be that light—not to 


speculate about virtue, but to be virtue. 


—H. G. Taylor. 
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Because of a Mystery 
(Concluded from page 15) 


is no real deterrent for those who seek 
to follow His light. His birth, mystical 
as it was, is overshadowed and dwarfed 
by the majesty of His life; and that life 
is an open book which all may read, and 
a way which all may follow—all, that is, 
who have the faith and the courage in 
their own hearts. 

All about the babe and the youth and 
the man, the mystery lingers; and men 
may scoff at it, or smile at it, or seem 
to disprove it, but they cannot escape it 
nor destroy it. These things they cannot 
do because they cannot escape and de- 
stroy themselves, and there is much of 
Him implanted in them to remind them 
of Him. 

All of the mystery we cannot know, and 
cannot therefore reveal, so long as any- 
thing separates us from being wholly 
one with Him and with the mystery of 
God. We cannot know Him wholly until 
we wholly know ourselves. We cannot 
know the mystery of the virgin birth 
until the Christ shall be born virgin in 
us; cannot know the mystery of the man- 
ger until our own heart’s manger shall 
cradle the Son of God. 

Oh, here is a miracle; let him who will 
try to explain it away! The miracle by 
which the sons of men—you and I and 
others—give birth to the awareness 
that we are something more; that a Son 
of God awaits His birth in us, and finds, 
or shall find, that birth. We do not yet 
know that inner Son so well that we 
wholly understand the birth of Jesus who 


was called Christ; but neither can we so 
completely efface His presence within us 
as not to want to know and to under- 
stand. 

Ceaselessly the mystery of the Son of 
God presses in on us, presses out through 
us, presses all about us, to stir us to 
remembrance; stirs us most of all in 
our youth, before our minds are too clut- 
tered with the world’s banes and bless- 
ings to disregard His silent, waiting 
presence; stirs us though, also, in ma- 
turity, when, wearied of our world, we 
turn wistfully to seek His. 


HE KINGS of our world resist His 

birth in our hearts. There is no 
room for His advent in the inn of in- 
tellect. Even in our hearts He is not 
quite safe, for every worldly thought 
resists Him; resists Him in self-defense; 
for His power is greater than theirs, and 


once He is enthroned in our hearts, they 


cannot endure. 

Enthroned in our hearts! This is the 
precious mystery which we can only un- 
derstand by living in it; that though our 
bodies are born of humanity, the Son of 
God can only be born virgin in our 
hearts; that the birth of Christ Jesus 
foreshadows His second coming in our- 
selves; that that which shall redeem our 
worlds from all affliction is to acknowl- 
edge His inner presence, to give Him 
birth in our thought and life; that 
Christ in Jesus came in vain, save Christ 
be born in us again! . 


Bet Important Announcement 


pies average commodity costs two and one half times what it cost in 
1914. Unity periodicals have not raised in price since that time, and 


are being published at less than cost. 


We have had to use a portion of 


your offerings—needed by Silent Unity and other departments of the 
work—to make up the difference. We believe you will agree that our 
publishing department should be self-supporting and that our subscrip- 
tion price should cover the cost of production. We are, therefore, rais- 
ing the price of all Unity periodicals to $1.50 a year, beginning Janu- 
anya lon l929: 

Until then we shall be glad to enter your renewals and new subscrip- 
tions at the old price of $1. 


Pros and Cons 
That Make the Editor’s Work Interesting, 


ee You a Jonah?” 
5m, WE HAVE a letter 
from O. V. G., objecting 
to the editor’s interpre- 
tation of the Jonah story 
wager aqme Which appeared in June 
Vaden: We think that she missed our 
emphasis, which was that all of Jonah’s 
trouble resulted from his failure to do 
what he believed that he should have 
done. Whether it was a fish or a cavern 
that swallowed Jonah, as we said in the 
article, is less important than the fact 
that he was so set on having his own way 
that he would hear nothing else—not 
even the voice of God. 

A number of our readers wrote us that 
they found the article helpful. “One of 
a Largish Gang” wrote very enthusiasti- 
cally. If we remember rightly he called 
the article “keen.” M. G. spoke of it as 
“very interestingly and reasonably dis- 
cussed,” and added, “I know a man who 
is just overcoming Jonah’s attitude.” 
F. B. M. wrote, “I have of late taken a 
special interest in the Bible articles 
appearing in Youth, as I am always inter- 
ested in Bible interpretation, and have 
written a good sized work on the sub- 
ject.” 

Two Youth readers have sent us news- 
paper clippings in which a minister con- 
tends that it is “physically, biologically 
and otherwise possible for Jonah to have 
lived three days inside the whale.” 
According to an Associated Press report 


Which Shall I Say? 


“Why has this come to me?” 
OR— 


“T can meet this through Truth.” 


the Rev. John Ambrose Wilson, alumnus 
of Queen’s College, Oxford, cites two 
other cases besides that of Jonah, in 
which men survived being swallowed by 
whales. He is now investigating other 
cases which have been reported to him. 

Whether or not the story of Jonah is 
to be taken literally is perhaps secondary 
to the possible helpfulness we can find in 
abs 

Caught Uf Now? 


“TI must tell you how thankful I am. 
Last week I was very ill. While I was in 
bed I had all the back numbers of Youth 
and read them all through. The stories 
seemed like real experiences of my 
friends, and have made Youth more in- 
teresting to me. Youth kept my mind off 
of the trouble and made me well quicker.” 
—E. J. 


Well, He's Not So Old 


“Youth is the best 
magazine that I have 
ever read, and I do not 
want to lose my 

™ ‘Youth.’ The editor of 
Youth has an almost uncanny knowledge 
of just what youth wants.”—E. C. 


Cheers for the Boys! 


PACS ALL means yes—I do want 

Youth and I am sewing a dollar bill 
on to this letter to prove it. I do not see 
how I overlooked my renewal. I never 
fail to place each copy where I think it 
will do the most good. All the friends I 
give Youth to really like it and I notice 
boys like it even more than girls do, 
which pleases me, for boys are usually 
rather hard to please at the Youth age.” 
—Mrs. O. B. 


“How Doth the Busy 


“T should like very much to tell you 
what I think of your magazine. At first 
I didn’t take any interest in it at all until 
one day I was reading it just to pass 
away the time and I found that it was 
really very interesting. I think you have 
some dandy stories in it,”—M. S, 


S 
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A Hint to Mothers 


“Indeed, I do want to be with Youth 
this coming year. Mother gave it to me 
for my birthday last year, and now I 
wouldn’t give it up for almost anything. 
It has helped me very much.”—C. J. N. 


An Examination Helf 


“T am very glad to renew my subscrip- 
tion to Youth. I have enjoyed all the 
stories and articles. If I am in any diffi- 
culty my mind often goes back to one of 
the short stories in Youth. I found the 
article, ‘Making the Grade,’ exception- 
ally helpful to me especially at my exam- 
ination when I was inclined to get 
excited and flustered up.”—D. T. 


He Will Like “Sandsy’s Rebellion” 


“G wishes me to say how much he 
enjoys Youth and looks forward to its 
coming each month. He enjoyed the 
serial, ‘The Meridian,’ he liked ‘At the 
Rainbow’s End’ in this month’s copy, 
and ‘The Tenth Man’ appealed to him 
very much. He likes the idea of the 
young people meeting together to pray 


for others. He would like to be on their 
list.”—Mrrs. A. G. 
Don’t Stof Now! 


“Am quoting a paragraph from a let- 
ter received from a dear friend in Can- 
ada, to whom I sent Youth: 

‘I am reading a serial in Youth and I 
can hardly wait for the next installment. 
I like its stories and articles. If it had 
not been for you I would never have seen 
it, and look at all the good things I would 
have missed.’ ”—Mrs. E. G. 


Shall “Dig a Bit” 


eS “T AM an interested 

se . il/z reader of Youth and I 
~~ think its articles are 

8 ji; the most inspiring I 
Eee Can come in contact 
with. ‘At the Rainbow’s End’ gave me 
a new idea, and with the help of another 
friend and my ‘Y’ Secretary I believe I 
shall ‘dig a bit’ and finish my education 
in music and college or university. I 
loved the ‘Psychology of Safety.’ It does 
make life seem so much more worth 
while to a young person to know how to 


think pleasantly, clearly, and calmly 
about every day problems—on the job or 
off.”—M. G. 


Another Use for “Youth” 


“I am a Sunday school teacher and I 
decided to send Youth to each of my fif- 
teen girls on her birthday. It is a pleas- 
ure to hear their comments in apprecia- 
tion of the gift. The magazine will be a 
great help in developing an understand- 
ing of Truth in their lives, for the short 
period on Sundays does not permit one 
to accomplish very much.”—E. F. C. 


F ortunate 


“T HAVE certainly 
been a fortunate person 
since I have been 

receiving Youth. 

: : “T have been a mem- 
ber of 4H clubs for nine years and within 
the last two years (during which I also 
received Youth) I have won two state 
honors; one was first place in a demon- 
stration team contest, and the other, 
which gave me a four year scholarship 
at one of the state universities, was first 
place in one of the state club exhibits. 

“Although each was the result of a lot 
of hard work, I owe much to the influ- 
ences which urged me forward, and to 
God who answered my prayers for will 
power, patience, and endurance. 

“I think the stories in Youth have 
helped me most; they are such clean, 
honest, happy narratives! I look for- 
ward eagerly to the coming of each issue 
of Youth. —I. S. 


Trouble always 

finds the Wise Man 

Too Busy to see 
him 
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Gifts 
(Concluded from page 4) 


bald-headed, blue-eyed man, a stranger. 

“He could do character parts,” Alicia 
thought, “but he’d hate them, just as 
It Clos” 

Still absorbed in her own thoughts, 
she caught only a few of his words. 

“Story—India—not my work—just a 
story which belongs to Tagore.” 

Tagore. Hadn’t Miss Davis men- 
tioned him? Poet. Oh, well. 

Then the sheer beauty of the words 
claimed her. 

“Outside a temple in India a beggar 
sat, begging all day long. One day he 
heard a great flourish of silver trum- 
pets.” 

Alicia sat up. 

“Heralds swung down the narrow 
street. ‘The king is coming. Make way 
for the elephants of the king.’ ” 

Even the boys were listening intently. 

“The crowd scattered, pressed back on 
all sides. From his vantage ground of 
the temple steps the beggar could see 
the great gray elephants of the king 
plod slowly down the street.” 


Ce assembly was fairly alive with 
that breathless hush that denotes 
complete attention. 

“The heart of the beggar was filled 
with joy. The king was coming! Per- 
haps the king would enter the temple. 
Then he must pass directly by the beg- 
gar. He would make a gift that only a 
king might make. The beggar, standing 
on the steps, strained his eyes anxiously. 

“The beggar’s heart began to beat 
suffocatingly. The greatest of the ele- 
phants, treading majestically as one who 
bears a king, stopped before the temple 
steps. He knelt proudly, servants sprang 
forward to lower the golden stairs, and 
the king stepped forth from between the 
ruby red hangings.” 

Marvella Todd’s mouth was 
again, but Alicia gave no heed. 

“Unattended, tall and stately, the king 
came up the temple steps, his jewels 
sparkling in the light. Straight toward 
the beggar he came, and the beggar was 
choked with joy. 

““A wonderful gift,’ he murmured to 
himself. ‘A wonderful gift from the 
King.’ 


open 


“And the tall king stopped right by 
the beggar, whose bowl was _ out- 
stretched suppliantly. The king and the 
beggar faced each other. 

“ ‘Gifts, O King,’ murmured the beg- 
fp, “Grins 

“Like the voice of one of his own sil- 
ver trumpets, soft, yet clear, came the 
voice of the king. 

“What gift do you make me, O Beg- 
gar,’ he said, and held forth his hands 
appealingly.” 

The assembly was more silent than be- 
fore, if possible. 


oe EES beggar was taken aback. He 
could not speak. The king was de- 
manding a gift of him, a beggar who 
never gave. He fumbled helplessly in 
his bowl. Still the king stood there, his 
hands outstretched, and finally, halt- 
ingly, the beggar drew forth his gift and 
laid it in the open palm of the king. 

“Tt was one little kernel of rice from 
the begging bowl. 

“Gravely the king bowed his thanks 
and went into the temple. Soon the 
street was empty again. 

“Mutely the beggar sat in his corner, 
his head bowed, his heart filled with 
shame. The king had asked for a gift, 
and he had given him a shameful kernel 
of rice. 

“When evening came, he stole away 
home. Despondently he shook out the 
offerings of the day. They were few 
and paltry. The great day of the king’s 
coming had ended in dismal failure. He 
fumbled through the kernels of rice left 
in the begging bowl. A golden gleam 
caught his eye. With shaking fingers 
he pawed over the contents. 

“At the very bottom of the bowl lay 
one kernel of pure gold. The one little 
gift he had given to the king had re- 
turned, pure gold. 

“The gift he had given!” 
throbbed in Alicia’s mind. “ ‘The gift 
he had given!’” <A gift unused. “‘A 
beggar who never gave.’ ” 

Her anger was gone. How silly it had 
been. 

She too had a gift to give. 

She would give it. 


The words 
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The Tenth Man 


(Concluded from page 13) 


Well, one night I woke up as “stiff as a 
board.” I had developed a case of 
inflammatory rheumatism. I was off 
work for six weeks and when I returned 
to the office I was put on another job as 
messenger. Within two days after 
returning to that job I had no trace of 
sickness. This experience set me to 
thinking. While going through that 
ordeal of sickness I had forgotten all 
about God. I had become frightened and 
had had doctors examine me and chiro- 
practors work on me—with very little 
results. I resolved that I would direct 
this excess energy in a profitable way 
instead of letting it run riot and go to 
waste and become a handicap to me. 
Every time I had a spare moment I 
would get off by myself, become quiet, 
and meditate upon the word, ‘‘Peace.” I 
would repeat the word several times and 
then visualize things that were peaceful. 
Every time that I did this I returned to 
my work feeling peaceful. I worked 
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Christmas Hymn 


Lord Christ, beneath Thy starry dome 
We hght this flickering lamp of home, 
And where bewildering, shadows thron3, 


Uplift our prayer and evenson®. 


. Dost Thou, with heaven in Thy ken 
Seek still a dwellin3, place with men, 
Wandering the world in ceaseless quest? 


O Man of Nazareth, be our juest! 


Lord Christ, the bird his nest has found, 
The fox is sheltered in his round, 

But dost Thou still this dark earth tread 
And have no place to lay Thy head? 


Shepherd of mortals, here behold 

A little flock, a wayside fold 

That wait Thy presence to be blest— 
O Man of Nazareth, be our 3uest! 


—The Watchman-Examiner. 


more slowly and more smoothly, and 
accomplished just as much as before. I 
found myself involuntarily meditating 
upon peace while I worked. In time I 
was given another office job where I did 
not have to be so active. I was gradually 
learning how to direct my excess energy. 
I gained weight, felt “like a million dol- 
lars” and had very few troubles. When- 
ever I did have a problem to work out I 
would meditate upon peace and. get 
quiet. In that way I got close to: God 
and found the answer to my problem. 


NEES a year ago I was given 
another desk position. This time 
I went into it with the spirit of peace 
and freedom working through me; and 
this letter has been written on my own 
typewriter and at the same desk that I 
started working at nearly a year ago. 

Truth does work and the key to the 
solving of my problem was the words, 
“Peace, be still.” 
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Dear Youth Readers: 
This issue of Youth marks the first announce- 
ment of a new book-length serial, ‘““Sandsy’s Re- 
bellion,” by Gardner Hunting. It will begin in 
February Youth. I wish I could tell you now all 
about Sandsy. Mr. Hunting has written three 
earlier books about him: ‘‘Sandsy’s Pal,” ‘“‘Sandsy 
Himself,” and “Sandsy Puts It Over.” When we re- 
ceived the manuscript of “Sandsy’s Rebellion” here 
at Unity headquarters we were quite thrilled about it. Mr. Hunt- 
ing’s “Brink” was excellent, but we think “‘Sandsy’s Rebellion” is 
way ahead of it. It is so chockful of the things that young people 
think about; it deals so frankly and so truly with young people’s 
questions—which, by the way, are everybody’s questions. 

“Sandsy’s Rebellion” is not the only good thing we have in 
store for you, of course; but it is the biggest single contribution 
to the magazine for the year, and one that we feel sure you will 
appreciate. 

I think we get as big a “thrill” from preparing Youth as you 
possibly can from receiving it. A fine story or drawing, the dis- 
covery of a new artist or a writer who can produce the kind of 
material we want to share with you, is always an occasion for 
rejoicing in our offices. The members of our editorial staff meet 
daily to consider possible new ideas, improvements, suggestions, 
that will give you better magazines. We pray over every problem 
that comes up, just as we advise you to do in Your Own Pages. 
We find that it works, too. Some months ago we had difficulty 
in getting the kind of stories we wanted for Youth; stories of 
vitality and action which were also true. So we prayed about it 
and needed material began coming in. 

We are getting some: excellent “Tenth Man’ letters, too. 
Have you read the one in this issue? And have you sent us 
yours? 

About this time nearly all of you tell us unmistakably just 
what you think of us. If you send in your renewal subscription 
and gift subscriptions for your friends, we know for sure that 
you like Youth. If you do not respond to our renewal invitation, 
then we know that in some way Youth has not meant as much to 
you as we had hoped it would. 

Don’t keep us in suspense! Send in your renewal and your 
gift subscriptions early. During the holidays you will be busy— 
too busy, perhaps, to write us a nice Christmas-y letter telling us 
how much you like Youth. We should like to be “snowed under” 
by such letters, but if you will simply fill in the blank provided 
on the back cover, attach your remittance to it, and mail it to us, 
we shall feel assured that you appreciate Youth. 

Faithfully yours, 
For Youth, 


P. S. The subscription price of Youth and other Unity period- 
icals becomes $1.50 per year, beginning January 15, 1929. 
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Merry Christmas 
Siungestinns 


THE Sw NW Aaya 


Youth readers will be interested in this book by Youth’s editor; 
so will the parents of Youth readers; so will their young friends; and 
so will every one else who is interested in finding the sunlit way to 
success and health and happiness. 

Charles Fillmore says, in voicing his Christmas wish to the world, 
“Though I gave you mountains of money it would be as nothing com- 
pared with the awakening in you of spiritual understanding.” 

First read The Sunlit Way yourself. Meet in it the “friend who, 
like yourself, has sought a way out of the shadows.” Share it with 
your friends; give, as your Christmas gift to them, more than moun- 
tains of money—give the awakening of spiritual understanding. 

The Sunlit Way is easy, pleasant reading. It offers all that any 
other interesting book offers and—much more. It offers inspiration, 
faith, spiritual understanding for the reader who earnestly seeks 
these things. 

For many of the names on your Christmas list, The Sunlit Way 
is the ideal answer to the ever-perplexing question, ‘What shall I give.” 

In substantial cloth binding, with gay paper jacket to protect 
the cover. $1 a copy. 


PLAYING- SANTA CHRISTMAS- CARDS 


CLAUS | 
Feel fale Bolk That are Different 


For Sister— Gay holiday colors—superior art 
LITTLE SUSIE SLEEP EARS work—each envelope attractively 
and lined—Unity sentiments filled 

For Buddy— with the holy spirit of Christmas 


WHITE STOCKINGS AND OTHER 
TALES 

These are Unity’s newest 

books, published especially for 


time. Cards that you may send 
with pride to any one. 


boys and girls between four and Special box assortment—fifteen 
ten years of age. Quite the cards (each different) 
gayest and most colorful books ae 
that Unity has ever offered. Order now. The supply is lim- 
Unity stories illustrated and ited and the demand is increas- 
published by one of the leading ing every day. 


publishers of children’s books in 
the United States. 

Price, $.75 each. 

UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


UNITY CHRISTMAS CARD DEPART- 
MENT 
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y “Why Put Dimes in a Little 
Box? 
7 I Don’t See How That Will Make Me 


wh) 
, Prosperous. 


one might well ask such a question. Actually, however, the value 
of the Prosperity Bank Plan is not in the placing of coins in the 
: Bank, but in the thought which accompanies the action, and the changed 
&¥ mental attitude which results. Nor does the thought accomplish as effec- 
MF tive results without the action. 
Rs To be lastingly prosperous we must be prosperously-minded. The 
fy great value of the Prosperity Bank Plan is in training us to think and act 
- prosperously. 
= Like many other things, the Bank Plan is easier to understand in 
operation than in theory. Those who have conscientiously used the Bank 
Plan are its strongest endorsers. 
Aw, The Bank Plan is a wonderful help at Christmas time. It enables 
Myf «6 you to send Youth to your friends, and to renew your own subscription. 
w¢ It gives you a special training for greater prosperity. It gives you ten 


\ y IEWING the Prosperity Bank idea from a strictly literal standpoint 
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#7, weeks’ time in which to pay for the subscriptions. 
np The blank below is for your convenience. 
tus Unity School of Christianity, 
4 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
We Please give me special prayers for increased prosperity and send me a Pros- 
le perity Bank. I will use daily the prosperity statement that you send me and 
+ will work with you to set in action within myself the laws governing my prosper- 
RY ity. I will save $3 to pay for the magazine, Youth, to be sent to each of the per- 
kf = =sons named below, and will send this amount to you within ten weeks after receipt 
me of my Bank. 
Rete NAME cc..2.-22cesecusedasscxenuchonsactvunddiewarezabecaecueiuee ee 
My UNG (60g): See POR ERU SN CLM ES Co ene eee 
ICY sg Oni nsd necesita ee eee ee State: ...tcat Se eee 
Dis TIN QING. Ses encsnelcesensnndateusesele labo ee 
AGAYOBS coos. oh os enctaceaasaledehed nuecess do Cee 
OULY iteteee och ee ptate uA. 2 eee 
Bs NA@MO: ooo. kecsecii eet seccceeescke sk Aa Re a 
HEA (6 | << RB aT NESE MMOI 
UY. a cugedseccel nti eA ed er State... ee s 


(This offer does not include Youth for the sender unless his name is listed 
above as one of the three.) és 
Name of Sender’ ...:2¢ 4) 22s ln ee 

AGAYeSS. .._-.-.-2.set:cckere aiskisiena ei Aes een ae 
CATENPAS Oo naan sass nebuoasBehs i-Sea ee Uamece ce ae oy ae eae State 1.9 .t:5 
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